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enjoyed a considerable success. But doubtless the
stage was too rough a field for the gentle Oxford
scholar. He retired into a sequestered "country
village, where he lingered on till 1706, when he was
nearly ninety. But Joyner was none of the worst of
poets. Here is a fragment of The Royal Empress,
which is by no means despicably versed :

O thou bright, glorious morning,
Thou Oriental spring-time of the day,
Who with thy mixed vermilion colours faintest
The sky, these hills and plains / thou dost return
In thy accustomed manner, but with thee
Shall nier return my wonted haziness.

Through his Roman tragedy there runs a pensive
vein of sadness, as though the poet were thinking
less of his Aurelia and his Valentius than of the lost
common-room and the arcades of Magdalen to be no
more revisited.

Our next play is a worse one, but much more
pretentious. It is the Usurper, of 1668, the first
of four dramas published by the Hon. Edward
Howard, one of Dryden's aristocratic brothers-in-
law. Edward Howard is memorable for a couplet
constantly quoted from his epic poem of The British
Princes:

A vest as admired Vortiger had on,

Which from a naked Pict his grandsire won.

Poor Howard has received the laughter of genera-
tions for representing Vortiger's grandsire as thus
having stripped one who was bare already. But
this is the wickedness of some ancient wag, perhaps
of Dryden himself, who loved to laugh at his brother-